THE 





“Let’s review a little American 
history here. It’s okay to be a reli- 
gious nut. It’s allowed. It’s legal. Let’s 
give a little bit of a break to people 
who believe their children shouldn’t 
have sex till they’re 38.”—Page 7 
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The Nazi Bill Collector Cometh 


ave you noticed the bill collec- 
tors gettin nastier this time of 
year? 

They used to be friendly. They 
used to write you a letter saying, 
“Hey, we know you had to go buy 
Christmas presents for senile aunts 
in Montana and all your little neph- 
ews that look like midgets with fun- 
gus growin on their face. So just skip 
a payment.” 

And then you read down at the 
bottom where it says, “An additional 
75 per cent interest charge will be 
joyfully added to your bill by our 
friendly staff.” 

But this year I didn’t get a single 
“skip a payment” letter, and then 
when I maxed out my credit cards by 
buying $9,000 worth of videos and 
cigars in three days, they acted like 
that was strange, and they started 
callin me up. 

I said, “Hey, man, it’s Christ- 

mas.” 
But they’ve got these guys on the 
phone that go to Credit Card School. 
At Credit Card School they teach em 
things like: 

1) Howto be incredibly nice when 
you leave a message on the guy’s 
answering machine. Say something 
like, “Mr. Briggs, we have a very 
important matter to discuss with you involving pos- 
sible fraudulent use of your card. We’re sorry to 
bother you, but could you please call us back at your 
earliest convenience?” And then when you do call 
back, they nuke you. 

2) How to say “Go to hell, you and your whole 
dang family,” without actually saying “Go to hell.” 
You know what I mean? It’s this tone they have in 
their voice—this arrogant “You're a deadbeat” tone. 
They're saying “We’d appreciate payment as soon as 


Star Trek veteran George Takei is the drunk doctor with an 
attitude in the sci-fi outer-space western, Oblivion. 





possible,” but it sounds like “You ignorant lying 
scumdog.” 

3) How to refuse to cooperate with any request. If 
you say “My bookkeeper won’t be in till next week,” 
they say, “Then what other arrangements do you 
intend to make?” If you say, “I'll write you a check on 
the tenth,” they say, “This bill is due on the fifth.” I 
don’t know why they do this, cause half the time it 
doesn’t even matter. 

4) How to get people to reveal stuff so that you 


can make their life miserable. This happened to my 
friend Willie Jay. He said to one of these guys, “Look, 
man, I lost my job last week or I would have made the 
payment by now. I'll have it in a couple weeks.” He 
was trying to be, like, honest and helpful. And the 
credit guy goes, “Lost your job! We want a hunnerd 
per cent of it by next week, and the card is cancelled.” 

5) How to invent an imaginary universe where 
there is no such thing as “a mistake.” The worst thing 
you can say to these guys is, “It’s a mistake. The bank 
bounced the check, but there’s ten thousand bucks in 
that account.” Theyll come down on you like a 
hammerhead in a goldfish bowl. 

Listen to me. Here’s what I do. 

Whenever you deal with one of these profes- 
sional collection pigs, just listen to em but don’t say 
anything. When they ask you a question, say “I'll 
have to check on that.” And then when they ask you 
to commit to something, very politely say, “I'll pay all 
of it one week from Wednesday. I don’t care if you like 
that or not, because you’re a Momo.” 

Hang up. 

I don’t know what a Momo is. They won’t either, 
but they’ll have to write it down in their report. It'll 
make you feel good. 

Speaking of space aliens in the modern world, we 
got a flick this week called Oblivion that’s kind of a 
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Victory Over Communism! 


The Churchville Drive-In, in Harford 
County, Maryland, is well into its forty-second 
season, and the crowds are still great. Part of 
the reason is that the owners also own the Big 
M Drive-In Restaurant, located next door. A 
veteran of both, Robert Smoot of Aberdeen, 
reminds us that, with eternal vigilance, the 
drive-in will never die. 


sci-fi western, a cross between Gunsmoke, Attack of 
the Crab Monsters, and the night-club scene of Star 
Wars. 

What happens is this one-eyed lizard-skin alien 
lands his spaceship on a desert planet, loads up on 
Killer Draconium, and kills the town marshall of the 
little town of Oblivion. Then he joins up with a slinky 
gal who dresses in black leather and uses a bullwhip, 
and the two of them go around collecting protection 
money from all the businesses, including a general 
store run by a whiny schoolmarm. Fortunately, the 
long-lost son of the dead marshall is nearby, fighting 
off a giant scorpion monster and saving an Indian 
wise man who’s been staked to the ground after his 
wife and kids were massacred, and the two of them 
join up with a tall thin undertaker named Mr. 
Gaunt, and then there’s the drunk town doctor and 
the floozy saloon keeper—“Miss Kitty,” as inter- 
preted by Julie Newmar wearing catsuits and whis- 
kers—and the long-lost son comes into town to 
attend his daddy’s funeral, which is happening on 
the same day as a bingo game upstairs and... 

I’m gettin all tuckered out here. 

It’s one of those cartoony sci-fi special effects 
dealies made in Romania by Full Moon Entertain- 
ment. I don’t know what the heck it’s about. 

Cowboys-and-aliens. 

Nine dead bodies. No breasts. One gunfight. 
Three giant scorpion attacks. One barroom brawl, 
with midgets. Killer arm-rasslin. One flesh-eating 
alien frog. Cyborg surgery. Back-lashing. Eye-goug- 
ing. Arm rolls. Drive-In Academy Award nomina- 
tions for Andrew Divoff, as Redeye the pus-faced 
killer alien, for saying “We all know what gutless 
cowards humans are, don’t you?”; Meg Foster, she of 
the ice blue eyes, as the cyborg deputy; Musetta 
Vander, as the nasty whip-wielding femme fatale in 
black leather, for saying “We can’t simply shoot 
everyone!”; George Takei, as the drunken doctor, for 
saying “I want booze! Now!”; Isaac Hayes, as the 
outer-space drug dealer; Richard Joseph Paul, as the 
non-violent son of the dead marshall, who says “This 
world dries up your soul”; and Jackie Swanson, as 
the whiny widow-woman shopkeeper, for slapping 
Paul and screaming “You’re a dreamer!” 

Two stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Explore the World of B-Movie Stars and Drive-In Filmmakers with Melissa Anne Moore 


‘Up All Night’ Takes the Red-Eye to the Coast 


USA Network’s late-night 
dim-wit blonde beauty Rhonda 
Shear has been forced to close 
down the Los Angeles produc- 
tion of Up All Night due to cost 
constraints and move it to New 
York City, where the network is 
based. Monique Gabrielle 
(Emmanuelle 5), Deborah 
Dutch (Hard to Die, Death Danc- 
ers), Karen Russell (Vice Acad- 
emy) and Shear’s friend, actress/ 
comedienne Ria Coyne, were 
on hand at Shear’s final Los An- 
geles taping of Up All Night. 

Curvaceous natural beauty 
Becky LeBeau (Dinosaur Is- 
land), producer/director of the 
Pay-Per-View hit Softbodies, has 
teamed up with the “nudity will 
prevail” kings of low budget, Jim 
Wynorski and Fred Olen Ray, 
to make Softbodies, The Movie. 
LeBeau, who will co-star, show- 
cases natural-breasted women (a 
rarity in Hollywood), baring their 
voluptuous bodies in her 
Softbodies videos. The movie will 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on 
The Movie Channel Saturdays at 9 p.m. 
Eastern, 8 Central, 7 Mountain, 11 Pacific. 
Joe Bob appears before, after and between the night’s triple 
feature, with special guests, commentary and sketches. 


THE Boz, MADONNA, 
AND OTHER GENETIC ACCIDENTS 


April 15: Stone Cold: Cable premiere of Brian Bosworth’s 
awesome motion picture debut in the first major biker flick since 
Easy Rider. Boz is a hiney-kicking Mississippi cop who goes 
undercover to try to burn a coke-dealing operation run by outlaw 
bikers. Nine fistfights and three crash-and-burns later, he has his 
final showdown with veteran drive-in bad guy Lance Henriksen, 
as cops and bikers rumble through the Mississippi State Capitol 
like Iraqi soldiers in Kuwait. Four stars. 

Second feature: Tomcat: Dangerous Desires: Richard 
Grieco is half-cat, half-human in this weird mix of genetic DNA 

sci-fi and erotic thriller. Maryam D’Abo is the scientist who 
saves his life by injecting his brain with cat genes, creating a 
sexual animal that she takes home with her. Unfortunately, the 
guy prowls at night, especially when dancer Natalie Radford is 
around. Natalie’s wimp boyfriend gets jealous, and pretty soon 
Grieco is treating the population likeso many... mice. Four stars. 
_ Third feature: Body of Evidence: Madonna’s attempt to be 
Sharon Stone doesn’t really work, because that little kewpie-doll 
face just doesn’t simmer at all, despite the famous dripping- 
candle-onto-Willem-Dafoe’s-nekkid-body scene. She plays a 
sultry houseboat-dwelling Portland woman on trial for sexing an 





Melissa Anne Moore 


follow her original all-natural 
theme with a little action to show 
off the appeal of natural bouncing 
breasts. Wynorski, who will pro- 
duce for his Sunset Films, and 
Ray who will direct, describe 
Softbodies, The Movie as Charlie’s 
Angels with huge breasts. Wy- 


norski also stated that he has put 
in a few extra casting couches. 

Good news for all the heart- 
broken Julie Strain (Sorceress, 
Penthouse Pet of the Year) fans. 
Her recent engagement to music 
video director Jeff Stein has 
ended, but rumor has it that she 
has another Hollywood VIP on 
her arm. 

If something works once, it 
usually works twice. Or at least 
that is the cliche in Hollywood. 
The latest on the remake list is 
Roger Corman’s 1960 classic 
The Wasp Woman being made 
for Showtime. Corman has hired 
one of his favorite directors, Jim 
Wynorski, who has in turn cast 
his latest “Actress of the Month,” 
Melissa Brasselle, daughter of 
fifties actor Keefe Brasselle, to 
star. 

—MeE.issa ANNE MoorRE 

If you have news for Melissa, 
drop her a line c/o The Joe Bob 
Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 





old man to death to collect his inheritance, 


DRIVE -[N THE ATER, and Dafoeis her lawyer, confused by nookie, 


who can’t decide whether the bitch didit or — 
not. Two and a half stars. 


ERotTiIc- THRILLER J AMBOREE 


April 22: Mardi Gras for the Devil: Drive-in veterans 
Robert Davi and Michael Ironside battle for the souls—and 
bodies—of women in lingerie in yet another New Orleans demon- 
voodoo erotic thriller that doesn’t make a lick of sense. Daviis a 
cop trying to catch Ironside, who is actually the day-uh-vil 
himself, and who eventually goes after Davi’s ex-wife, real estate 
lady Lesley-Anne Down, and the little Canadian girl Davi is 
sleeping with, Lydie Denier, at the same time, causing Davi to 
consult a voodoo psychic for some serious advice. Two and a half 
stars. 

Second feature: Fatal Temptation: Dubbed Italian erotic 
thriller, with some of the worst voice acting in the history of 
motion pictures, starring Lori Remito as the sex-hungry wife of 
a bored businessman who talks her chauffeur into pushing the 
blind, crippled, two-timing jerkola off a cliff. Lots of heavy 
breathing before and after the dirty deed. One star. 

Third feature: Save Me: Harry Hamlin stars in this first- 
rate erotic thriller about a bond trader, going through a painful 
separation from his wife and son, who falls for Lysette Anthony 
one day at the mall when she leaves him a note that says “Save 
Me.” She’s desperately trying to get away from psychiatrist 
Michael Ironside, but, as usual, all is not what it seems. Four 
stars. 


Reviews by the Camp Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


‘THE BRAIN THAT WOULDN’T DIE 


“Weird-from-the-first-frame” “bizarre classic” starring the 
“terrific” Herb Evers as a “grimacing” “bug-eyed” scientist 
hunting for a new body for his girlfriend, “legendary” Virginia 
Leith, after her head is cut off in a car crash. He spends a lot of 
time in burlesque joints, even while Leith is begging to be allowed 
to die, then actually tries to reattach the head, leading to a fiery 
conclusion involving “a kindly mutant who saves the only inno- 
cent participant.” “The warped erotic subtext of this movie makes 
it aclassic. A guy gets to shop around for the perfect body for his 
girl, thus creating Germaine Greer’s ultimate nightmare—not to 
mention allowing for extended ‘exotic dance’ sequences.” “The 
film is bizarre both in its storyline and its gory finish. Certainly 
unique and absurd for its time.” “This is the original 
Frankenhooker.” “The premise is scientifically possible, and has 
been ripped off by Re-Animator, Frankenhooker and Boxing 
Helena.” “The perfect melding of 
Eyes Without a Face and The Im- 
moral Mr. Teas.” “Evers is Ben 
Casey crossed with Herbert West.” 
“The mutant looks like a cross 
between the Coneheads, Toxic 
Avenger and Spider Baby all in 
one.” Evers has the best line: “Why, 
you re nothing but a freak of life 
and a freak of death!” Three dead 
bodies. Two explosions. One 
catfight. Brain surgery. Neck-bit- 
ing. Arm-ripping. Heads roll. Cast: 
Leslie Daniel (Kurt), Adele 
Lamont (Doris), Eddie Carmel 
(The Thing), Bonnie Sharie, 
Paula Maurice, Marlyn 
Hanold, Bruce Brighton, Arny 
Freeman, Fred Martin, Lola 
Mason, Doris Brent, Bruce 
Kerr, Audrey Devereau. 
Writer: Joseph Green, from an original story by Rex Carlton, 
Green (“wonderfully overwrought”). Director: Green. [To order, 
send $16 to Scorched Earth Productions, P.O. Box 101083, 
Denver, CO 80210. 1960.] Overall rating: 93. 
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System 


94-89 Classic 

88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 

74-65 Pathetic 

64-50 Dog Doo Doo 


“Great collection” of “riveting” “absolutely hilarious” sex 
exploitation trailers from the sixties, taken from 38 different 
movies “exploring almost every dimension of sexual depravity,” 
like Rubber Dolly, All Woman, Olga’s Massage Parlor, Ride the 
Wild Pink Horse, Women For Sale, Fanny Hill Meets the Red 
Baron, Bunny Yeager’s Nude Las Vegas, and The Imp-Probable 
Mr. Wee Gee. Highlights include a “very young” David Gale inA 
Weekend With Strangers, Farley Granger in Bad Girls (“His 
greatest role since Hitchcock’s Strangers ona Train!”), Richard 
B. Shullin Watch the Birdie, Andy Milligan’s homosexual flick 
Vapors, Yoko Ono in Satan’s Bed, “an angry female mob scene 
that kinda looks like a conga line” in Stefania, “creative decorat- 
ing of bimbo buttocks” in Forbidden Beauties, a guy with “cool 
boppin’ ways” in The Tomcat, “git-down musicians” in Tassle-a- 
Go-Go, and “grainy home-made porn” called The Libertine, “a 
Frog flick which advertises its star as Jean-Louis Trintignant.” 
“No ‘tastes’ are left out here—comedy, nudism, gay-themed, sex- 
change, erotica galore, nude models, show girls, and plenty of 
fetishes and brutality to satisfy the inner-voyeur.” “This is evi- 
dence that the sixties were the sleaziest years in movie history.” 
“This is of historical interest to note the evolution of the ideal 
female form. Irresistible fun and an essential party video.” “Some 


Official Rating 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


Camp Records 
Highest rating: 94 
(The Graduate, 1967). 


Lowest rating 68 
(Chipmunks at the Movies, 1992). 


will remember the excitement of getting Sears’ ‘wish book’ as a 
kid. Well, we have the same cornucopia of goodies with this 
video.” “There’s a godawful bird’s-nest layered-type hairdo on 
one bimboin My Body Hungers.” “A lotta cellulite in this flick, and 
some of the worst narration of all time. Seriously, there’s a little 
too much preoccupation with violent rape as entertainment.” 
“The I Was a Man trailer is a stunner!” “Mostly in black-and- 
white, these are quite tame by our standards. They’re not very 
sexy. Were they ever?” “After a while, all soft-core, over-lit nudie 
movie trailers start to look alike.” “Kudos to the nude baseball 
catcher for playing without a cup.” Selna the cave girl, in Nude on 
the Rocks, has the best line: “I want posterity to know all about 
my posterior.” Nine dead bodies. Four hundred fifty-eight breasts. 
Three motor vehicle chases. Three explosions. Lesbian in a Bela 
Lugosi mask. Toilet drowning. Gratuitous beatnik poetry. Com- 
piler: Mike Vraney. [To order, send $23 to Something Weird 
Video, P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98155. 1992.] Overall rating: 
90. 


Wotrman: THE WEREWOLF 
CHRONICLES 


“Thorough” documentary on the evolution of 
the wolfman in the movies, from Lon Chaney Jr.’s 
original The Wolfman down to present times, fea- 
turing trailers from 34 movies (“the quality varies 
greatly”) and interviews with Chaney, Bela Lugosi 
and Boris Karloff. “A classic horror fan’s delight. 
It discusses the various theories surrounding the 
popularity of the ‘man-beast’ and various spin-off 
characters such as Dr. Jekylland Mr. Hyde, andthe 
more ludicrous ones like The Ape Man or Cry of the 
Wolf, where the main character actually turns into 
a wolf.” “Thankfully, there’s no corny ‘host’ seg- 
ments.” “Chaney’s segment gets the biggest share, 
including rare clips from an awful Mexican werewolf 
flick where he gets killed by getting hit with a hot 
stick, and his final appearance in the role on TV in 
1962.” “You have to give credit to Chaney, who made the werewolf 
famous. He must say at least four times in the compilation, ‘Soon 
the moon will be full, and I will turn into a wolf.’ But the best 
comeback is ‘Yeah, you and twenty million other guys.’ (Lou 
Costello in Abbott and Costello Meet Frankenstein, 1948.)” “The 
biker wolves from the sixties are probably the worst—they are 
bikers, werewolves, and rednecks.” “Michael Landon is over- 
the-top hysterical, and the Bela-like narrator of Frankenstein’s 
Bloody Terror is really campy. Instead of just throwing trailers 
and scenes together, everything is linked with subjective narra- 
tion, which makes this ten times more interesting.” “I love the oh- 
so-catchy theme song in The Ghoul in School.” “The sound quality 
is the worst I’ve ever experienced.” Seven dead bodies. Six 
explosions. Writer/Director: Ted Newsom (“nice job,” “well 
written, if occasionally florid”). [Heidelberg Films/Rhino. 1991.] 
Overall rating: 88. 


C4 UGHT IN THE DRAFT 


“Pretty typical service comedy” starring a “very funny” Bob 
Hope as a spoiled cowardly movie star who makes a play for a 
colonel’s daughter, “stunning” Dorothy Lamour, and tries to 
impress her by signing up for the draft. The “hilarious” Eddie 
Bracken is Hope’s nervous friend, “in a homage to his role in Hail 
the Conquering Hero.” “A non-stop series of clever one-liners and 
sight gags. It never sags or grows dull. A real cheerful old-time 
movie.” “It’s the performances that put this one over—one of 
Hope’s most tolerable jobs.” “Harry Tugend’s script has many 
funny, and occasionally racy, gags. When Bob sees Dorothy in a 


bathing suit, his weiner pops up! The film is also a time-capsule 
portrait of 1941.” “Hope’s typical mugging and hamming it up is 
still amusing. Lamour comes off as a society dame. She should 
stick to her sarong.” “When Hope meets Lamour, he says, ‘She 
looks like Dorothy Lamour with clothes on.” Minority opinion: 
“Awful war propaganda film, hard to get through. Very preten- 
tious.” One motor vehicle chase. Thirty-three explosions. Cast: 

Lynne Overman (“nice job” as saraaes sidekick Steve), 

Clarence Kolb (Col. Peter Fairbanks), 

Paul Hurst (Sgt. Burns), Ferike 
Boros (Yetta), Phillis Ruth (Margie), 
Irving Bacon (Cogswell), Arthur Loft 
(director), Edgar Dearing (recruiting 
Set.). Additional dialogue: Wilkie C. 
Mahoney. Director: David Butler. 
[Paramount/MCA-Universal. 1941/93. ] 
Overall rating: 85. 


['EMALE JUNGLE 
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“Tawdry” “unusual” “slightly 
above average” fast-paced mystery 
starring the “great as usual” Lawrence 
Tierney as a “drunken dumb lug of a 
cop” who wakes up from a bender to 
find himself involved in the death of a 
sexy Hollywood blonde. Jayne 
Mansfield, in her film debut, is “sur- 
prisingly unaffected” as a “sympathetic 
nymphomaniac(!)”in leopard skin pedal 
pushers. “Director Bruno Ve Sota de- 
livers film noir on a tight budget. He 
also claims to have directed the drive- 
in classic Daughter of Horror.” “A bit 
too much melodrama and not enough 
Mansfield.” “Standout” Burt Kaiser, as a “crazed caricaturist,” 
has the best line: “You’re lying, just like the paint on your face.” 
Three dead bodies. Two stranglings. Four Kung Fu scenes. Cast: 
Ve Sota (“better behind the camera than in front of it” as Frank), 
John Carradine (“great but small performance” as “very con- 
trolled suspect” and “oily gossip columnist” Claude Almstead), 
James Kodl (“good” as “wisecracking bartender” and “comic 
relief party animal” Joe), Kathleen Crowley (“good” as frus- 
trated wife and innocent drunk Peggy Voe), Connie Cezon 
(“Bette Davis clone” as Connie), Robert Davis (“likeable” as 
George), Rex Thorsen (“wimp” as Sgt. Duane), Jean Lewis 
(“unimpressive” as Monica Madison), Jack Hill (Capt. Kroger), 
Bruce Carlyle (Chuck), Gordon Urquhart (Harry Jackson), 
Alan Frost (Dr. Urquhart), Bill Layne (heckler). Writers: 
Kaiser, Ve Sota (“cliched, yet with truly original moments’). 
Alternate title: The Hangover. [American International/RCA- 
Columbia. 1956/91.] Overall rating: 85. 


Mfanuunt OF MYSTERY ISLAND 


“Fast-paced” “fun” but fairly “ridiculous” cliffhanger serial 
(15 episodes) starring the “wooden” “horse-faced” Richard Bai- 
ley, as acriminologist, and “spunky” “queen of the serials” Linda 
Stirling, who “looks great and is quick with a pistol.” The two of 
them repeatedly attempt to rescue Stirling’s genius scientist 
father, Forrest Taylor, who has been kidnapped by “evil rein- 
carnated pirate” Roy Barcroft and his henchmen. At stake is an 
invention that could end the world’s energy crisis, but Barcroftis 
trying to turn it into a weapon of world domination. “More red 
herrings than a Russian cannery, more fights than Marines on 
leave in a gay bar, secret passageways, molecular rearrangers, a 
‘radioatomic’ power transmitter, and other state of the art tech- 
nology—seems like a run-of-the-mill serial to me.” “This was 
made in 1945, just after the peak Republic serial years of 1938- 
44, and is beginning to show the early signs of their decline. 
Where Manhunt shows its belt-tightening the most is in reusing 
the same sequence every time Barcroft undergoes his transfor- 


mation. Fourteen times! I think that’s a recycling record, even for 
Republic.” “Due to repetition between episodes, this is best 
watched with a thumb positioned over the fast-forward button on 
the remote.” “Wouldja believe Chapter 10 is almost all flash- 
backs?” “Mildly amusing, but not overly exciting.” “Barcroft is the 
definitive Republic bad guy. He appeared in 15 serials and was 
the villain in 14 of them.” “Bailey’s checked sports coat gives a 
truly amazing performance. He gets dunked in the water, and 


THE PRA] N THAT WOULDN'T D i E 





engages in numerous fistfights, and this coat always looks clean 
and pressed.” “The stunts by legendary Yakima Canutt are 
great, especially in the free-for-all kung-fu fight scenes.” “At 
Republic, fights are staged to completely wreck an entire room. 
It isn’t enough to break a few chairs and smash some bottles. 
Every stick of furniture from wall to wall has to be broken or 
overturned. There are four fights like these in Manhunt. They are 
as spectacular as they are ridiculous.” Thirteen dead bodies. 
Seven motor vehicle chases. Eight explosions. Eighteen fistfights. 
Cast: Kenne Duncan (“standout” as “bad guy” Brand), Russ 
Vincent (“lame’ as native servant Ruga), Forbes Murray, Jack 
Ingram, Harry Strang, Edward Cassidy, Frank Alten, Lane 
Chandler, Dale Van Sickel, Tom Steele, Duke Green. Writ- 
ers: Albert DeMond, Basil Dickey, Jesse Duffy, Alan James, 
Grant Nelson, Joseph Poland. Directors: Spencer Bennet, 
Wallace A. Grissell, Canutt (“very broad”). Alternate title: 
Captain Mephisto and the Transformation Machine. [Republic. 
1945/92.] Overall rating: 84. 


Bpopy Fever 


“Confusing” “low-budget stinker” starring “lovely” “sensu- 
ally mysterious” Carolyn Brandt as a “beautiful and greedy” 
secretary who wears an “ersatz catwoman outfit” while stealing 
uncut heroin from her boss, “funny, blustery” Bernard Fein, a 
“small-time hood” in striped boxer shorts. To get it back, the hood 
hires “dorky but likeable” “deadpan bizarre” Ray Dennis 
Steckler, “the dummy klutz Bowery Boy of private investiga- 
tors,” a detective so broke he has to hitchhike from suspect to 
suspect. But by then it’s been stolen again, by the secretary’s 
greedy ex-boyfriend. A “babe-i-ful” journey full of “major lip 
action” ensues. “Can you imagine Godard’s Breathers slathered 
in peanut butter? That’s this film.” “Writer/producer/director 
Steckler has much more talent than money. I’ve always won- 
dered what he could do with a decent budget, although sometimes 
the cheapness lends his productions a seedy authenticity.” “The 
cast seems like a bunch of part-time actors rejected for bit parts 


in a Mod Squad episode.” “Steckler seems more relaxed in love 
scenes with other actresses than with his own wife [Brandt].” 
“Steckler sometimes reminds me of a big-nosed Tommy Smoth- 
ers, other times of a big-nosed Paul Simon.” “Steckler looks more 
like Al Bundy than Humphrey Bogart. His voiceovers are hysteri- 
cal.” “The soundtrack, by Henri Price, alternates between pre- 
canned late-sixties public service announcement background 
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music and something by an 11-year-old kid who just got an 
electric guitar, doesn’t know how to play it, and drives his parents 
crazy with it. The music during the big final sex scene (with no 
nudity) sounds like a battle between the Enterprise and the 
Klingons.” Steckler has the best line: “I like a funky broad who 
lets you know what a really rotten night’s sleep she’s had.” Three 
dead bodies. Five breasts. Two “limp” fistfights. Cast: Gary Kent 
(“mean-ass pusher dude with a diabolical laugh” as Frankie 
Roberts), Pat Jackson (“ditsy and sexy ‘fly-girl” Julie Richards), 
Julie Conners (“standout” as call girl Shawn Call), Ron 
Haydock (“nice cameo” as Fritz), Brett Pearson (Brett), Herb 
Robins (Herbie), Dina Bryan (Stella), Brett Zeller (Carol 
Hollister), Alan Smith (Harris Ferguson), Liz Renay, Larry 
Chandler (Waco), Wade Watson (agent), Julie Roman (agent’s 
girl), Coleman Francis (Coley). Writers: William Edgar, 
Steckler. Alternate title: Supercool. [Available from Mascot Video, 
2375 E. Tropicana Ave., Suite 2, Las Vegas, NV 89119. 1969/87. ] 
Overall rating: 82. 


'[‘EENAGE MOTHER 


Julie Ange, “an erotic version of Julie Andrews” and “a 
dead ringer for Tyne Daly,” is the new Swedish sex education 
teacher at the high school in this “worse than B-grade” but 
“laughably enjoyable” teens-in-trouble melodrama starring the 
“cute, pouty and devious” Arlene Sue Farber as the “stacked 
but not too bright” beauty who gets jealous of the new teacher 
while “always holding her arms around her breasts.” Frederick 
Riccio is the boyfriend caught between the two women, and 


Bob Hope, Lynne Overman and Eddie Bracken prepare for the next sight gag in the 
remarkably cheerful and undated wartime comedy Caught in the Draft. 


“wooden” Fred Willard is the baseball coach. Farber’s lies about 
being pregnant put her at the mercy of an evil teen rapist, the 
“wild insane over-the-top” Ward LeMay, who “dances like he has 
a tic brought on by muscular disorders” and tries to have his way 
with her at the drive-in during a showing of Girl on a Chain Gang. 
(It’s an inside joke. Producer/director/writer Jerry Gross made 
that film and this one, too.) The highlight is a vintage disco scene, 
a =a complete with satin mini- 
dresses, go-go dancers with 
fringe glued on their bras, 
and pink polka-dot hot 
pants. “In the middle is a 
bizarre scene in which skep- 
tical parents demand to see 
a movie the sex-ed teacher 
plans to show on childbirth. 
What follows is an extremely 
graphic uncut scene of a 
birth in full close-up with a 
voiceover by some guy with 
“ a Brooklyn-Italian accent.” 
| “The narrator of the birthing 
film sounds like a New York 
cabbie.” “This movie main- 
tains the tradition of 30- 
year-old high school stu- 
dents.” “In the final scene, 
the sex-ed teacher actually 
gives a surprisingly intelli- 
gent and convincing speech 
on why sex education 
eae shouldn’t be barred in 
schools. This is followed by 
a peculiar closing line from 
a parent: ‘Like someone 
once said, it took a woman 
to show you the light.” “Boss rock-and-roll sounds from the 
swingin Young Set.” Three motor vehicle chases. Cast: Matt 
Reynolds, Jorge Peters. [To order, send $16 to Scorched Earth 
Productions, P.O. Box 101083, Denver, CO 80210. 1966.] Overall 
rating: 76. 


DDrac ULA THE DIRTY OLD MAN 


“Horrible” “party fluff,” “another in a seemingly endless line 
of poorly photographed Super 8 stag films,” in which Vince 
Kelly, as the first Dracula with a Yiddish accent, finds a Wayne 
Newton lookalike “schmuck” and “Las Vegas low-life” (Bill 
Whitton), turns him into a “Teddy Ruxpin-looking” werewolf, 
and trains him to “nab young, nubile, blood-filled booty” and bring 
them back to his cave. “The movie begins with the line: ‘It was a 
day like any other day—which doesn’t say much.’ That about 
sums it up.” “Director William Edwards has taken a terrible 
foreign exploitation flick and transformed it into a truly abysmal 
American drive-in movie.” “It rates high on the Sleaze Meter. I 
suspect it was filmed as a serious sex/horror picture. When they 
saw the result, they decided to camp up the dubbing.” “What a 
neat-looking stick holding up the paper bat!” “Most of the women 
are below-average in looks, even for sixties soft-core.” Eight dead 
bodies. Sixteen breasts. Cast: Ann Hollis(Ann), Libby Caculus 
(Joan), Joan Puckett (Marge), Sue Allen (Carole), Bob Whitton 
(gas station attendant), Rebecca Reynolds (stranded girl), 
Adrianne (Susan). [To order, send $23 to Something Weird 
Video, P.O. Box 33664, Seattle, WA 98133. 1969.] Overall rating: 
69. 








Members of the Camp Committee are William Barclay, stage designer, New York, N.Y.; Joe Benson, investigator, 
Columbus, N.J.; Raisin Blowme, zine editor, Buffalo; Mark Feingold, U.S. Air Force Captain, Omaha, Neb.; Phil 
Oppenheim, programmer for TNT Network, Atlanta; J. Parker, real estate appraiser, Crestview, Fla.; Brian Thomas, 
Chicago; Graham Trievel, Lionville, Pa.; John Weber, operations manager at WOGL/Philadelphia, Sharon Hill, Pa.; and 


Terry Woolston, secretary/comedy club waitress, Houston. 


They’re obsessed, they’re repressed, they’re totally unreasonable. They're... 


Sex-Ed Psychos 


hat’s worse than Phys-Ed, Special-Ed, or Mr. 
Ed? 

That’s right. 

Sex-Ed. 

When somebody brings up this issue—sex edu- 
cation in the schools—I run for the nearest fire exit 
and head straight for the closest vodka martini. 

I don’t wanna hear it. 

If yow’re for it, J don’t wanna hear it. 

If you’re against it, J don’t wanna hear it. 

Why does everybody become a raving Looney 
Tune when this topic comes up? People are so dang 
mad about this one issue that it’s takin up millions 
of educational hours a year. 

On the one hand we've got religious nuts who 
think there should be no sex education. Zero. Nada. 
And if we say anything about it at school, we should 
say one word: “Abstinence.” (“Abstinence,” by the 
way, sounds like a ninth-grade word to me. We need 
a sixth-grade variation on it.) 

Then, on the other side, we’ve got people who 
insist we need more sex education if we’re ever gonna 
stop teenage pregnancy, AIDS, herpes, syphilis, and 
Playboys hidden under the GI Joe box at the bottom 
of your son’s closet. These people are more fanatic 
than the religious nuts. Because they truly hate the 
religious nuts. The religious nuts are just nuts. 
These people are nuts with statistics. 

Now. Let’s review a little American history here. 

Numero Uno: It’s okay to be a religious nut. It’s 
allowed. It’s legal. Let’s give a little bit of a break to 
people who believe their children shouldn’t have sex 
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till they’re 38. 

Numero Two-o: There’s always been sex educa- 
tion in the schools. They showed how-to-make-ba- 
bies films in gym class. They showed don’t-get-VD 
films in science class. And every film was preceded 
by the standard teacher’s announcement, “There 
will be no giggling during this presentation.” 

I come from a family of school teachers. Until 
very recently, parents appreciated the showing of 
these films. Nobody ever complained about em. But, 
if they did complain about em, the teacher would 
have gladly let the kid sit somewhere else while the 
class watched the film. 

Numero Three-o: All the schools ever did was 
give scientific information. That scientific informa- 
tion included the effect of a condom on a sperm. 

Numero Four-o: Nobody ever got all sexed up 
from watching a sex-education class. People get all 
sexed up from watching the legs of Julie in the front 
row of the class. This has nothing to do with the 
school curriculum. God made Julie’s legs, and God 
made Randy’s eyes which notice Julie’s legs, and 
God made everything above Julie’s legs and below 
Randy’s eyes, if you know what I mean and I think 
you do. 

You're dealing with a force of nature here. 

Just give the kids the facts. They'll take it from 
there. 

If they wanna be religious about it, they will. 

If they don’t wanna be religious about it, they 
won't. 

The last thing they need is a lecture. 
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e can hardly 
believe that Joe 
Bob has man- 
aged to put out 
this newsletter 
for ten years. 
Probably be- 
cause it’s the one 
thing his four ex- 
wives haven't 
wanted out of 
the divorces. 
Anyhow, we 
asked a bunch of 
his closest 
friends to help 
us celebrate by 
telling us what 
Joe Bob has 
meant to them 
over the years, 
and this is what 
we got... 


For years I have been religiously (you will 
excuse the expression) reading Joe Bob because 
for me he is the modern-day practitioner of the 
deadly social satire of Jonathan Swift, the com- 
mon-sense wisdom and dialect style of Mark 
Twain, the verbal pyrotechnics of S.J. Perelman, 
and the unerring ability of H.L. Mencken to 
deflate pretentious gasbags. His journalistic ve- 
hicle may be drive-in movie reviews, but Joe 
Bob’s critical agenda encompasses a much broader 
social vision. Oh, I almost forgot . . . he’s very 
funny, too! 


Gary Ala dus 
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Jewel Shepard 
Actress 
Los Angeles 


What Joe Bob means to me: Candlelight 
and violins . . . soft breezes blowing thru the 
banyan trees... hot hands & steamy kisses and 
then a cigarette. 

Pat Paulsen 
Presidential Ca 






Herschell Gordon Lewis 
Writer/Director [Blood Feast, 2,000 
Maniacs, The Gore-Gore Girls] 
Plantation, Fla. 


Joe Bob is one of our strongest defenders 
against those bottom feeders, the preachers, 
teachers and politicians who espouse phony val- 
ues and “correctness” and want to censor and 
deny the filmed expression of our dark side in 
order to turn us all into happy-face monsters 
without subtext. We are the weird, says Joe Bob, 
ergo, we are wonderful. I’m honored to be in- 
cluded. 

Andrew Robinson 

Actor [Dirty Harry, Liberace, 
Hellraiser] 

Los Angeles 


It’s nice to honor the past but nicer to honor 
the future. Joe Bob is both. He helps remember 
my past but takes me forward into the future, and 
makes me believe there still is one! Joe Bob 
Briggs is a 98 and I love him. Long live his drive- 
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in brain. 
Morton Downey, Jr. 
Actor/talk show host/ 
songwriter [Wipeout] 
Chicago 


I'll never forget the feeling of being chased 
by the angry producer/boyfriend of the star of 
Hundra: Killer of Men just because I put the last 
reel of their film on backwards and upside down 
at the Joe Bob Briggs Drive-In Festival. 

Bob Berney 
Ori 
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My own wor ey such meaning. 

I can only borrow from the great director Billy 
Wilder: “An audience is never wrong. An indi- 
vidual member of it may be an imbecile, but a 
thousand imbeciles together in the dark—that is 
critical genius.” Joe Bob, to me, is a thousand 
imbeciles together in the dark. 

Allen Rucker 

Screenwriter 

Los Angeles 


Bob, I'ifn 
Anita Rosenberg 
Writer/Director 

Hollywood, Calif. 


As much as I enjoy Joe Bob’s positive take 

on the world of drive-in style movies, the thing I 
most appreciate about the man is his straight- 
forward no-backing-down confrontation of this 
planet’s problems and inane situations. Very few 
people have the guts to say what they really think 
about ridiculous and politically correct nonsense 
and in his field Joe Bob excels beyond the capa- 
bilities of any number of Rhodes scholars. Com- 
mon sense is Joe Bob’s greatest gift and he offers 
it to everyone for a mere pittance. Now, that’s a 
public service! 

Fred Olen Ray 

Director [Phantom Empire, 

Dinosaur Island] 

Los Angeles 


Joe Bob means there’s hope for the maver- 
ick spirit of democracy. That there’s at least one 
American out there who still forms an opinion, 
speaks his mind, and is a royal pain in the ass to 


the so-called “authorities.” He’s American through 
and through . . . a sharp-witted, fast-talking, 
long-lean-handsome renegade that I’m delighted 
to call my friend. 

Vivian Schilling 

Actress/Author 

Los Angeles 


Joe Bob confirms that those years of prefer- 


&6 
oJ oe Bob 
Briggs is a 


career maker. 
He made 
mine. ” 


—ANITA ROSENBERG 


ring Russ Meyer over Ingmar Bergman were not 
spent in vain. 
Ron Shelton 
Director/Screenwriter [Bull Durham, 
White Men Can't Jump, Cobb] 
Los Angeles 


Joe Bob means the world to me. We became 
close friends the first time we met. I have con- 
fided personal feelings to him I have never told 
anyone else! I would also do things for him I will 
not do for others! All he has to dois ask me. I have 
already told him so. Joe Bob... call me. I 
anxiously await his call. He is the only person at 
this time I have confided my home phone to since 
my retirement. What does that tell you? 

Michelle Bauer 
Actress 
Simi Valley, Calif. 


When I think of Joe Bob, this quote always 
comes to mind: “Extremism in the defense of 
liberty is no vice. And . . . moderation in the 
pursuit ofjustice is no virtue.”—-Barry Goldwater 
(1964). Or as my granddaddy always said: “Son, 
does a one-legged duck swim in circles?” 

Bob Darden 
Editor, The Door 
Waco, Tex. 


Joe Bob is the guy with mismatched socks, 
standing on a soapbox and shouting at the top of 
his lungs to passersby, who demands justice and 
truth. He may look like a nut, but what he says 
makes sense. The fact that he can be funny at the 
same time is the real talent! Keep on shouting, 
JB! They'll never close the drive-ins where it 
counts—in our hearts. 

. Dan Cziraky 
Editor, Let It Bleed 
Newark, N.J. 


Like the talented ladies of Russ Meyer’s 
films—if Joe Bob Briggs didn’t exist someone 
would have to have created him. Seriously, Joe 
Bob has helped immensely in the study and 





appreciation of drive-in low-budget movies. 
Paul Hugli 
Owner, Destiny bookstore 
Bellflower, Calif. 


What Joe Bob means to me is that I can’t 
outgrow my tux; I still got a shot at winning 
something. What?! There’s no award show?! 

Robert Forster 

Actor (Peacemaker, Hollywood Harry, 
South Beach] 

Los Angeles 


Viva Joe Bob! Joe Bob really practices free 
speech. He tells it just like he sees it and he really 
does let us say whatever the bleep we bleeping 
want about the bleep bleepy movies he sends us 
to bleepie re-bleeping-view. Joe Bob, metaphors 
be with you! You're the greatest! 

Greg & Jeri Nikiel, engineers 
Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 
Herndon, Va. 


Joe Bob stands as one of the last guardians 
of free speech—not just free speech people like, 
but free speech period. He is also a clever enough 
writer that even when I disagree with what he’s 
saying, I enjoy the way he says it. 

Shelley A. MacGregor 
Marshall Field’s floater and mom 
Gurnee, Ill. 


I guess Joe Bob brings to me a feeling of 
home. His personality is just like being at a 
family reunion with all my cousins, who, by 
choice, live everyday life in their easy chairs. 
Love ya! 

Charlie Spradling 
Actress [Kiss of the Beast, 
To Sleep with a Vampire] 
Los Angeles 


Anarchy of spirit, theatre of the mind, no 
fear, take-no-prisoners writing and commentary. 
A muse for all sick-of-the-critic sycophants who 
want the real scoop on life, topped with a mara- 
schino cherry. 

Nanette Wiser 

Travel writer and ex-president, 
Copley News Service 

San Diego 


We're not worthy! Joe Bob is the male 
epitome of a sexy, western, sensitive, cow-tippin’ 
explosive commentary guru of our times. He’s a 
genius with extraordinary taste and he rides 
western pleasure. Yee Haw! Love ya baby. 

Julie Strain 
Actress/Penthouse Pet of the Year 
Los Angeles 


Ode to Joe Bob 
Roses are red, violets are blue; 
You showed me garbonzas 
and aardvarking, too. 
Roses are breasts, violets are fu; 
You showed me chop-socky 
and zombies in crews. 
Roses have fangs, violets suck toes; 
Your monsters are plotless 
and so are your Marilyn Chambers flying- 
tittie movies. 
Roses drip green, violets slime brown; 
Feminazis get rabid 
when you come to town. 
Roses look white, violets fare better; 
You write funny things 


in the nastiest weather. 

Roses ain’t cheap, and violets ain’t orange; 

We need ten more years, 

I’m stopping right here ‘cause there ain’t no 
way this'll rhyme. 

I hope it means something that you have 
the admiration of a genuine Puerto Rican! Keep 
at it! 

Roberto-Juan Gonzalez 
Music Director, North Bay 
Philharmonic Orchestra 
Napa, Calif. 


Joe Bob is a warm yellow Stuckey’s sign out 
on the long dark highway of my life. He’s not 
essential to my mortal existence but, sorta like 
my VCR’s “pause” button during the shower 
scene of a women’s prison movie, his presence 
makes life much more enjoyable. 

Gregory Nicoll 
Freelance writer 
Atlanta 


Pauline Kael never wrote about Doris 
Wishman. Joe Bob does. I like. 
Rodman F lender 
Director/Screenwriter [The Unborn, 
In the Heat of Passion] 
Los Angeles 


As a young studio publicist in the early 
eighties, it was my job (and personal mission) to 
make the world a better place for both drive-in 
movies and politically incorrect behavior. Joe 
Bob was there for me from the very start with an 
enthusiasm and insight that I had never experi- 
enced before. Or since. Ten years, a few jobs and 
one revised personal mission later, I still look 
forward to spending time with The Joe Bob Re- 
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a warm yel- 
low Stuckey’s 
sign out on 
the long dark 
highway of 
my life. ” 


—GREGORY NICOLL 


port. ’m proud to have been there from the 
beginning, and wish Mr. Briggs another decade 
of beasts, breasts, blood Fu and, above all else, his 
innate gift for rattling cages. Remember, with 
eternal vigilance, the Joe Bob spirit will never 
die. 

Gary Hertz 

Arista Records 

New York 


Joe Bob did something every Freudian 
wishes they could do: He took the guilt out of 





guilty pleasures. People enjoyed drive-in movies 
long before Joe Bob Briggs first tooled out of the 
dusty Texas panhandle, but the high sheriffs had 
always decreed they should feel ashamed for 
doing so. Joe Bob shouted at the top of his lungs 
that what the high sheriffs approved of was 
nothing more than vapid indoor bullstuff, long on 
pretension and short on the pure balls-out joy of 
movies. You see a Joe Bob approved flick, and 
you ve seen a movie, b’God. No penetrating analy- 
sis of modern neurosis, no lyrical coming of age 
films. Any penetrating and coming in a Joe Bob 
approved movie occurs in an entirely different 
context, if you know what I mean and I think you 
do. So prop your boot heels up on the dash, pop 
the top on another Lone Star, lean back as the sun 
goes down and real American filmmaking flick- 
ers on the screen. Cahiers du Cinema may come 
and go, but the drive-in will never die. 

Buzz Dixon 

Screenwriter 

Northridge, Calif. 


Joe Bob consistently has inspired mirth 
and merriment in my life. Happy 10th anniver- 
sary! 

Dan Black 
Attorney at Law 
Los Angeles 


He is my friend. He is a no holds kinda guy! 
He’s got it all! Brains, looks and success! He’s a 
turn on! He makes me laugh, think and learn! 
He’s tops! 
Judi Trevor 
Actress 
Hollywood, Calif. 


Joe Bob is one of my favorite people of all 
times. Really! What most readers and viewers 
don’t realize is that he is truly a serious journalist 
and really knows the definitions of all those big 
words and Latin phrases he often uses. He is also 
very tall—and I’m jealous. It is a pleasure to 
know that there is still someone out there with a 
sense of humor, who can look at life’s everyday 
occurrences (and B movies) and see that al- 
though it is not the cure for cancer, that there is 


“H. took 


the guilt out 
of guilty plea- 
sures. ” 


—Buzz DIXon 


something there that can make us laugh—which 
is the best medicine of all. 
Andy Pargh 
“The Gadget Guru” 
Syndicated Columnist/Contributing 
Correspondent, NBC’s Today Show 
Nashville, Tenn. 


When asked “What Joe Bob means to me”, 
the knee-jerk response is to shoot back with a 
“good ol’ boy” quip or two. Well I’m not going 
down that road. Instead, I’m offering a sincere 
thank you to John “Joe Bob” Bloom for truly 
making the spirit of independent filmmaking 
soar high once again. His wit, charm and good- 
natured satire have, indeed, kept the drive-in 
(and all the uniquely American qualities it repre- 


sents) alive and well for all to enjoy. Keep up the 
good work, J.B. Here’s to the next ten! 

Jim Wynorski 

Director 

Los Angeles 


Light . . . in a world of darkness. 

Truth ... in a world of doubt. 

Tall ...in a world of short. 

Indeed, beauty . . . amid ugliness. 

Uh...oh yes ...a paycheck each month. 
Tom Moore 
Director, Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater 
Richardson, Tex. 


The very name “Joe Bob” conjures up the 
image of a deeply profound, intellectually lean- 
ing sophisticate of the most penetrating analysis. 
Not only is he literate, but he’s surprisingly 
enlightening in a way that is never offensive to 
my own peculiar lack of taste or good sense. In 
short, he appeals to all of the worst things in me, 
but without offending those unsavory traits! 

John Stanley 

Author, Creature Features Movie 
Guide 

Pacifica, Calif. 


A crusader for B-movies and one of the real 
fighters for B-movie actors who haven’t achieved 
national prominence yet. 

Wendy MacDonald 
Actress 
Los Angeles 


Joe Bob is good to me. His writings have 
meanings of biblical magnitude. He has saved my 
career and my sex life. He has saved my career 
with his wonderful insightful reviews about my 
wonderful insightful movies. He has saved my 
sex life because I am married to a tough Yankee 
carpetbagger who melts when I read excerpts 
aloud to her from The Joe Bob Report. She always 
asks for payment after sexual favors. Am I being 
set up here? Please advise. 

Andy Sidaris 

Director [Malibu Express, Do or Die, 
Guns, Hard Ticket to Hawaii] 

Los Angeles 


It’s been along trip since Will Jarrett flipped 
the trigger on Pandora’s box. As a matter of fact, 
Joe Bob has come full circle, so to speak, winding 
up back on the NY Slimes Syndicate Mother 
Ship. Whenever I need inspiration, I pull out my 
copy of Joe Bob Briggs Dead in Concert. What an 
entertainer! What a singer! What a snappy 
dresser! The last time I saw Joe Bob in person 
was at Charlie Goodnights. Some of our staff 
drove down to Raleigh to catch his act and get an 
interview for FOCUS. We were tossed out after 
the first show was over because we didn’t have 
tickets for the second one. We spent the rest of the 
evening drinking Budweiser and mooning North 
Carolina State students from the limo. At 3:30 
a.m., my second ex-wife woke me up and said 
some fool was banging on the door. Then a loud 
thumping sound was heard on the outside wall 
near the air conditioner of my room. I then heard 
a loud barking sound that didn’t sound happy. 
When I went to the door and looked out, I spotted 
Joe Bob wearing a black cap with the word 
DANANG across the front. I then discovered that 
Joe Bob did, indeed know the meaning of life. 
When our eyes met and focused, he said: “You got 
any Brown Likker in there?” Joe Bob is the 
meaning of life. He knows what’s in every book of 
every library in the world . . . words. 

John Tucker 
Editor, FOCUS 
Hickory, N.C. 


If Joe Bob didn’t review our movies, Dona 
Speir and I would never understand the story 
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lines. 
Arlene Sidaris 
Producer [Malibu Express, Do or Die, 
Guns, Hard Ticket to Hawaii] 
Los Angeles 


What Delilah meant to Samson, what Ju- 
das meant to Jesus, what Iago meant to Othello, 
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say he’s my 
favorite farm 
animal.” 


—DEBBIE ROCHON 


what Freddy meant to all those nubile bouncing 
babes—that’s what Joe Bob means to me! 
David Yarnell 
Producer, Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater 
Los Angeles 


When I fondly think of Joe Bob, I have the 
image of a cactus—prickly in every sense of the 
word. 

Toni Howard 
Head of Talent, International 


Creative Management 
Los Angeles 


Literary genius. Underdog ally. Versed in 
culture, subculture, agriculture and female cur- 
vatures. You could say he’s my favorite farm 
animal. Universally, a truly great talent. 

Debbie Rochon 
Actress, radio host 
New York 


Joe Bob was a catalyst for my career. He 
taught me many things. The two most important 
are: 1. Controversy is opportunity. 2. The only 
thing you can control is yourself. 

Vicki Eisenberg 
Publicist/Literary Agent 
Richardson, Tex. 


Ten years of The Joe Bob Report! It seems 
like just yesterday I got my first copy of We Are 
The Weird in the mail. From that moment, I knew 
there was hope for people like me in this twisted 
world. Before that day, phrases like “heads roll” 
and “94 on the vomit meter” meant nothing. Now, 
I live life in search of new forms of “fu” to help add 
to this divine vocabulary Joe Bob has created. 

When I wanted to know every synonym for 
the female breast, Joe Bob was there. When I 
needed support in my dead-end job fighting the 
corporate system, Joe Bob was there. And when 
I needed the definitive review of Night of the 
Living Dead for a special issue of my magazine, 
Joe Bob was there. The drive-in movie critic. The 
messiah of blood, beasts, and breasts. The world 
just wouldn’t be the same without Joe Bob. I’m 
surprised I have to keep telling you this. Con- 
gratulations on the first ten years, Joe Bob. With 
eternal vigilance, your reign as drive-In king will 
never end. And by God the drive-in will never die. 

John Scoleri 
Editor, The Scream Factory 
Santa Clara, Calif. 


I work on Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater, and 
Pll tell you, if it wasn’t for Joe Bob’s wit and 


humor, as well as all the good jokes the viewers 
send in to his show, I'd bea real social dud. I have 
repeated and e-mailed some great belly-busters 
to friends, acquaintances and colleagues, and 
now I’m considered to be a purveyor of fine 
humor—er, well, maybe fine isn’t the word, but 
it’s really funny. Thank you, Joe Bob, and your 
fans for supplying my style of tasteless wit! 

Lisa Escaloni 

Teleprompter Operator, 

Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater 

Dallas 


It is hard enough to write a column. Harder 
still to be funny. And it’s virtually impossible to 
be both clever and funny and irreverent and 
make the unthinkable thinkable and be able to 
take any topic, from a bad video to a no-smoking 
ordinance, and make readers not only laugh but 
revel in common-sense insights that are as pris- 
tine as new-peeled eggs. But Joe Bob does it 
every week—with not one, but two columns. 
This is a modern-day Mark Twain, the Will Rogers 
of the nineties. 

John Brewer 

President and Editor-in-Chief 
New York Times Syndicate/ 
News Service 

New York 


Joe Bob is my hero. He is the knight in 
shining armor amidst a world of bleak “B-movie- 


ag isa 


modern-day 
Mark Twain, 
the Will 
Rogers of the 
nineties. 


— JOHN BREWER 








dom” (or dumb—whichever you prefer!). 
Besides, without him who would know what 
aardvarking means? 

Lisa Pescia 

Actress [Body Chemistry, Seinfeld] 

Los Angeles 


I think of Mr. Briggs as a medium—well, 
not as in a seance or a way to cook steak—he is, 
rather, a means by which I have been allowed to 
voice my shocked concern over the trashy smut to 
which our young people are exposed. He has, on 
two separate occasions, allowed me to air my 
differences on his show—well, I don’t mean those 
differences as though I were a nudist. Anyway, 
he is a concerned citizen and I am honored to 
have visited his doublewide. 

Mrs. Juandene Gibbs, 
a/k/a Judy Truesdell 
Writer/Comedienne 
Dallas 


BJB (Before Joe Bob), I was a sensitive, 
quiet writer writing sensitive, quiet things for 
my innocuous little suburban newspapers. But 
Joe Bob Briggs was syndicated. Joe Bob was 
famous. He became my role model. Joe Bob 
taught me never to just be myself, but to strive to 
get in touch with my inner caricature. Through 


Joe Bob, I learned that nobody really cares about 
sensitive, intelligent insight except for other 
writers—and they can’t afford to buy a newspa- 
per! Joe Bob Briggs taught me to forget every- 
thing I’d ever learned about journalism, syntax, 
and good grammar. Because there is just one 
thing—one thing I needed to know about success- 
ful newspaper column writing: Always, always 
say whatever it takes to piss people off! 

Nancy Sue Krenrich Hamm 

Newspaper columnist 

Forney, Tex. 


Joe Bob is the only man I know who can 
make me scream! I love him. 
Linnea Quigley 
Actress 
Los Angeles 


Joe Bob has been an important (or is it 
impotent?) force in my life. Now that I’m raising 
a young son, I can take one hard look at Joe Bob 
and know—instantly—what not to do. He’s made 
parenting a snap! Now, if I could only get the 
S.O.B. to pay child support... 

Chris Thomas 
Writer/Broadcaster 
Boise, Idaho 


Joe Bob is the Abe Lincoln of the nineties, 
trying to free us from the slavery the uptight, 
right-wing conservatives are trying to impose. 
He is trustworthy, loyal and true in the best 
tradition of the Boy Scouts and I am proud to call 
him “my friend.” 

Richard Grant 
Publicist 
Beverly Hills, Calif. 


Since Joe Bob has entered my life I find that 
the world seems just a little bit friendlier, the sky 
is just a tad bit bluer, and my hair always has a 
bright and shiny coat. I owe it all to the big guy. 
You have made me the happiest boy in the world. 
Now tell the man with money to get over here and 
pay me. 

Joe “Rocco” Maenza 
“Joe Bob’s America” illustrator 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 


Joe Bob Briggs is one of the funniest people 
I’ve ever met! He is very talented, very smart and 
areal pro! I’m glad to be his makeup lady. Happy 
10th Anniversary! 
Nena Smarz 
Dallas 


Joe Bob is a vital social prophet and com- 
mentator who bravely leads fun- and freedom- 
loving film fanatics toward cosmic and celluloid 
enlightenment in a world where the demise of 
the drive-in movie theater has resulted in the 
widespread acceptance of mediocrity and confor- 
mity. 

Carl Morano 
President 

Caridi Entertainment 
New York 


Joe Bob should have his name putin a large 
titty-shaped rock on the Hollywood Walk of Fame. 
This would immortalize him and he would at 
least be as famous as Lassie. I feel I must com- 
ment about Joe Bob’s alter ego, John Bloom. I 
have known this bum for about 15 years and I 
can’t see why Joe Bob has anything to do with 
him. He takes a bath once a month, which Joe Bob 
would never do, and he has never been to a drive- 
in movie or seen a babe fully unclothed. This 
Jehovah Witness, God-loving, Buddha-admiring, 
Babtist brimstone forker, Methodist-yelling, holy- 
rolling pope emulator should be avoided by all 
costs by Joe Bob. This is a warning, Joe Bob. If 
you continue to hang out with this guy you might 
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forget your real upbringing and start wearing 
them boxer shorts instead of them string bikini 
things you wear tight up your butt to help you 
when you make all them drive-in flicks and 
report their value to us, your attentive flock. 
Tom Wafer 
Retired undercover narcotics officer 
San Antonio, Tex. 


He represents a truth in filmmaking. 
Jill Sobel 
Woods Entertainment 
Burbank, Calif. 


Joe Bob has always appreciated my films 
from Shrunken Heads to Assault of the Killer 
Bimbos, and I, of course, have always appreci- 
ated his unique appreciation of hooters. He is a 
righteous-fu social satririst-fu and, needless to 
say, brilliant film critic-fu! 

Charles Band 
Full Moon Entertainment 
Los Angeles 


Love America and hate Joe Bob? Hate 
America and love Joe Bob? Neither is possible 
except in the abstract. 

Frank Pintauro 

Vice President Creative Services 
Showtime Networks 

New York 


Joe Bob represents the successful relation- 
ship between art and commerce. 
Cary Woods 
Joe Bob’s Manager 
Producer (Rudy, Only You) 
Burbank, Calif. 


Someone once said, “If you want to point 
out the absurdity and outrageousness of the 
world, just tell the truth.” John, we love you, and 
keep telling the truth! 

Henry Reisch 

Vice President 
William Morris Agency 
New York 





‘Free Jun 
: a Official rec Jonk Policy: 
' Poaple all over * the world send Joe Bob 
| free junk , 
| runic Uke Robiit Hood. He doeai'tgive : 
_ it to the first person who asks for it. He 
_ gives it to the first person he notices who | 
- asks for it. This means whatever letter 
| happens to be at the top of the stack — 
whenever we open the mail. No dealers. 
| Try to be specific. If you act like a jerk in 
your letter, you will receive no free = | 
for the rest of your life. 
Records | 
Christmas at the Drive-In (45 eocord) . 
Cathryn L. Lacey (5), Easy to Take Easy to 
Swallow by Bunkum, Brainchild (45 record). 
_ Videos 
Soft Bodies Invitational; Soft Bodies 
| Squeeze Play; Song of the Lemming; Soul of 
| the Demon starring Sky Daniel; Soultaker 
with Vivian Schilling and Joe Estevez; South 
Beach with Gary Busey, Peter Fonda and 
| Fred Williamson; ; Space Mutiny; Spasmolytic; 
| Spirits with Brinke Stevens; Split (2); Splitz; 
Squeal of Death; Spy Trap; Star Time; State 
of Ecstacy; Stealthhunters; Stepmonster star- _ 
ring Alan Thicke and Robin Riker; Steps From 
Hell; The Story of Mommy & Daddy; Strange 
| Interlude with Clark Gable & Norma Shearer; 
| Stranger vs. Stranger; Straight Talk starring | 
| Dolly Parton; Street Angels —— George : 
Phillip Saunders. 








appy birthday 

USA! This 
year Joe Bob will be 
joining in the 25th 
anniversary cel- 
ebration of the Dal- 
las-based USA Film 
Festival, one of the 
oldest, most presti- 
gious film arts orga- 
nizations in the 
United States. 
Guided by artistic 
director Alonso 
Duralde, the orga- 
nization operates 
year-round, main- 
taining a full agenda of retrospective screenings and 
premieres, culminating with a week-long festival in 
April. The week showcases the best in foreign and 
American independent films, featuring film pre- 
mieres and special guests. Joe Bob will host a mid- 
night movie series, “Joe Bob Briggs at Midnight,” 
featuring six films (new and retrospective) with the 
directors in attendance. New films in the midnight 
series include Return of the Texas Chainsaw Massa- 
cre with director Kim Henkel who wrote the screen- 
play for the original Texas Chainsaw Massacre, 
Haunted Symphony a/k/a Hellfire with director 








... Wherein we report from the 
unoergrouno, the counter-culture, 
€he out-of-€he-mainstream, and the 
Loonie fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and ofher 
places where misfits dwell. 


Demented composer Ben Cross entrances Jennifer 


tor/writer Tony 
Elwood. Retro- 
Spectives include 
the 60’s cult classic 
Spider Baby with 
writer/director/edi- 
tor Jack Hill, 
Larry Buchanan 
and his made-in- 
Dallas 1965 sci-fi 
epic Mars Needs 
Women, and Trail- 
ers from the Crypt, 
a compilation of ex- 
ploitation trailers 
put together by di- 
rector Tom 
Rainone. The USA Film Festival will also sponsor, 
as it has for the past sixteen years, a national short 
film and video competition, with prizes awarded in 
various categories—fiction, non-fiction, animation, 
etc.—with finalists selected by a national panel. The 
festival will be held the week of April 20-27 at the 
AMC Glenlakes theater in Dallas, with the special 
“Joe Bob Briggs at Midnight” series running Friday 
and Saturday night (April 21-22). For more informa- 
tion call 214-821-NEWS. 
€ 

Cyber-Psycho’s A.O.D. (i.e. Cyber-Psychos and 

Other Diversities) is a 91-page “Magazine of Mental 





urns in Haunted Svainiore alk/a Hellfire, 


one of the films selected for screening at the midnight movie series of the USA Film Festival. 
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Aberrations” put out by Jas- 
mine Sailing, stuffed with in- 
tellectualized interviews with 
against-the-grain artists of all 
types (erotic musician John 
Zewizz of “Sleep Chamber,” 
anti-novelist Mark Amerika), 
forward-thinking short stories, 
artist and self-publishing band 
profiles, comics, multi-media re- 
views, poetry, etc. Published 
quarterly, it provides a forum 
for writers and artists with an 
alternative perspective and is 
dedicated to respecting personal 
belief systems. Sailing asserts: 
“Look into your own self for your 
beliefs, let others do the same. 
You don’t have to love everyone, 
you don’t have to hate everyone. 
Just believe in yourself and re- 
spect everyone else’s private 
space.” A year’s subscription is 
$15, payable to Jasmine Sailing, 
P.O. Box 581, Denver, CO 80201. 
e 

What’s the hippest, hottest 
thing going in Hollywood? Hint: 
it’s one word, has two syllables 
and rhymes with “parades”. 
What began as a little get-to- 
gether with a few Hollywood cro- 
nies (David Yarnell, producer 
of Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater, 
ICM superagent Toni Howard, 
Steve Martin, Glenne Headly 
and most of the cast of Frasier, 
among others) exploded into an up-all-night cha- 
rades marathon, which has become the talk of the 
town. Everyone who's anyone is begging to get into 
the legendary group which now meets twice monthly 
for its charades fix. According to Yarnell, they’re 
purposefully keeping the guest list as close to the 
core group as possible, which has only raised the 
value of an invitation and further heightened de- 
mand. 

€ 

One of the more creative special-interest holi- 
days established in recent history would have to be 
National Medical Marijuana Day. Organized by the 
Cannabis Action Network (CAN), the holiday boasted 
over a hundred local educational and cultural events 
including a special press conference at the National 
Press Club in Washington, D.C., where patients and 
physicians from around the country gathered to 
publicly address the issue. Unfortunately, it was 
poorly attended by the media. This apathy illus- 
trates the difficulties in changing public opinion in 
light of the deep-seated government policy against 





_ Jokester genius Steve Martin is serious about his charades. 


the medical use of marijuana. The field of psyche- 
delic research is a burgeoning one, and MAPS, the 
newsletter of the Multidisciplinary Association for 
Psychedelic Studies, chronicles this growth. The 
organization works to assist researchers around the 
world in designing, obtaining governmental approval, 
funding, conducting and reporting on psychedelic 
research in humans. Current studies include the use 
of the drug MDMA in which guided imagery is used 
to reduce physical pain and psychological distress 
and stimulate the immune system in cancer pa- 
tients. There is alsoa MAPS-sponsored project study- 
ing the possible positive effects of MDMA on soldiers 
and civilians suffering from Post-Traumatic Stress 
Disorder. More psychedelic research on the horizon 
includes the use of ibogaine or LSD in the treatment 
of substance abusers, psilocybin in the treatment of 
AIDS and cancer patients, and marijuana in the 
treatment of the AIDS Wasting Syndrome. Pub- 
lished quarterly, the newsletter comes with your $30 
MAPS membership. For information, write: MAPS, 
1801 Tippah Ave., Charlotte, NC 28205. 
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Dear Joe Bob: 

I would like to discuss the 
meaning of life but I don’t know 
where to start. Maybe that you 
can’t just start a discussion of 
life and it be meaningful with- 
out putting it into some kind of 
context. Monty Python tried and 
though there were moments of brilliance there was 
little overall coherence (probably that was the in- 
tent). Hemingway was onto something with the 
bohemian hard-drinking combination macho life 
endangering sporting life but ended up taking him- 
self out of the game. We can seek some refuge from 
Western co es and head east where — 





3 to the Hopeless 


and spirituality seem to exist as 
real and viable entities. A place 
like Tibet springs to mind. The 
problem is they got their butts 
kicked by the Chinese who 
shared common philosophical 
origins. Sorry, Joe Bob, I’m 
starting to get dizzy and better 





stop. 
A.J. Tabet 
San Antonio, Tex. 
Dear A.J.: 
And I thought you were this close to the discus- 
sion of Indonesian spirit religions that might deliver 
the ge to the a 





= Gesiast- a 


Mark Holtz of Citrus Heights, California: “’'m 
looking for a title of a Japanese science fiction film 
which I know aired on a local station back in the 
early eighties. The details are a little vague, and 
probably 25 per cent in error, but, hey, at least it’s 
dubbed. It starts out when this scientist and his wife 
are kidnapped by aliens. Now, normally, that wouldn’t 
be a problem except that the computer is locked 
down and they need a code card, otherwise the 
nuclear reactor is gonna blow. So our team blasts to 
another planet, where they get promptly captured. 
They can’t exactly run away because their hands are 
on this ring which is probably using Super Glue. So 
they get brought to the queen who is, surprise, 
surprise, the scientist’s wife. Alas, one of the team 
members does manage to escape, says that his weap- 
ons have many uses, and manages to free up the 
team. Anyways, they manage to find the scientist’s 
lab, who has a replica of the same lab on earth, only 
now he’s working for the bad guys. They find some 
circuit cards, find a friendly alien whom they decide 
to bring back with them, and go back to Earth. But, 
wait, we need to have a space battle first, so we have 
the alien learn to fire the weapons. When he hits an 
enemy craft, they almost throw a party. And yes, 
Earth is saved. Is that enough of a description?” 


Contest #2 


David Leslie of Columbus, Ohio: “About three 
years ago on The Movie Channel you showed two 
movies starring this woman whose chest made the 
kissing bandit look flat. One was about a woman who 
was after her no-good husband, and the other was a 
bad, bad, bad spy flick. You also said that it was a 
lady who had directed both films. I was wondering if 
you remembered the names of those flims and if you 
would ever be showing them again.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each contest. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, 
Dallas, TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the January 9 issue, Wes Pierce of Orlando 
asked about “an interview, which appeared in 
Fangoria magazine, featuring actor Robert Clark, 
star of the 1950’s drive-in/horror/sci-fi/cult classic 
The Hideous Sun Demon. In the interview he stated 
that he had just appeared in a film, which, at that 
time, had not been released yet. The film was a 
comedy in which an alien lands on Earth near a 
drive-in movie theater and decides to use the drive- 
in movie as a feeding ground by preying on unsus- 
pecting patrons.” 

We received three correct answers, so our win- 
ner was chosen by drawing, and he is... 

Ken Vaughn of Bowling Green, Kentucky: “I 
believe this one is 1988’s Midnight Movie Massacre 
starring Robert Clarke and Ann Robinson. Directed 
by Mark Stock. 86 min. Available through Video 
Communications Inc., 6535 E. Skelley Dr., Tulsa, 
OK 74145, 800-331-4077.” 

Additional information came from our two run- 
ners-up... 

Mark R. Turner of Cincinnati: “Set in the mid- 
fifties, an alien lands beside a drive-in and snacks on 
the patrons (plenty of butter and salt, please). Wes is 
right in that the plot showed great potential. Unfor- 
tunately, the concept was a lot better than the 
execution.” 

Tim Murphy of South El Monte, California: 
“This piece of shit was made by Wade Williams, a 
fellow who generally spends his time copyrighting 
older science-fiction films like Devil Girl From Mars 
and Plan 9 From Outer Space. Hopefully, this expe- 
rience cured him of ever wanting to make another 
movie. MMS also features Ann (The War of the 
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Worlds) Robinson along with Clarke, in a film- 
within-the-film called Space Patrol, The Movie or 
something like that. There’s a similar film by Oscar- 
winning special effects man Robert Skotak, called 
Aliens Invasion Earth, made at around the same 
time.” 


We Have Another Winner! 


In the January 23 issue, Christopher Martin 
of St. Clair Shores, Michigan, asked about a flick he 
saw “at the tender age of nine” involving “two vaguely 
British actors talking about something called ‘blood 
rust.’ The implication was that this ‘rust,’ like the 
Blob, had an appetite for humans.” 

We received seven correct answers, so our win- 
ner was chosen by drawing, and heis... 

Roger Hippert of New Ulm, Minnesota: “The 
sci-fi movie Christopher is wondering about was 
something I saw in a double feature over 30 years ago 
(I was real young). Space Master X-7. This was the 


first monster movie I'd ever seen, and it scared the 
hell out of me. As I recall the plot, it involved a 
spaceship returning to Earth, named ‘Space Master 
X-7, that had been contaminated with a space virus. 
The alien bug grew at a horrendous rate, ultimately 
consuming one of the scientists with its blob-like 
mass. It got him just as he was telephoning for help, 
and the one scene from the film indelibly etched into 
my memory is the scientist’s arm reaching out for the 
phone from the oozing alien mass, while the caller on 
the other end is heard asking about what was hap- 
pening. This one may have been re-titled from its 
original name as released in Great Britain, but I 
can’t find any alternate titles. Also unaware if it was 
ever released on video.” 

Additional information came from our six run- 
ners-up... 

Mike Price of Auburn, California: “Blood rust! 
That name has stuck in my mind since I saw the 
movie at about age 10. I had forgotten the title but 


Joe Bob’s Gotcha Covered for Spring! 


At last! The unveiling of Joe Bob’s new and improved 
world famous t-shirt. It’s a white Lee brand shori-sleeved 
tee (100 per cent cotton—none of that cheapie stuff) 
with a full-color logo and red script lettering which reads: 
“Joe Bob Briggs is a close personal friend of mine.” Use 
the order form below and remember to specify L, XL, or 


XXL. Only $14.95 plus $3 shipping. 


[t# =3 5 
“Cafe au lait My Butt’ Mug 

Introducing the second mug in the series. This 15-ounce ce- 
ramic sipper is black with ‘Cafe au lait My Butt’ on the front in bright 
peach. (Other side says: “Cafe Olay used to be something guzzled 
by French weenies in shabby berets who hated American cheese- 
burgers. Nowit’ssomething you order with a cheeseburger to make 
_ your date think you’re not a weenie.”—Joe Bob Briggs) $9.95—plus 
$3 shipping. Original ‘Cappuccino My Butt’ mug now available in 


black with bright green lettering. 


Cueck Out Joe Bos’s THREE B’s 


| (Books e Binders e Back Issues) Ordering information for Joe Bob’s | 
five books, 1990-95 binders, or detailed list of back issues available. 





Video Decadence 
Buy a year’s subscription and get ‘Tokyo Decadence’ for only $10! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or 
giff) of The Joe Bob Reportand get the kinky three-star skin flick 
masquerading as a trendy Japanese art film, Tokyo Deca- 
dence for only $10. Offer expires August 31, 1995. 


Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription, plus Tokyo 
Decadence video—S$80 in foreign countries. 
| Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


a Gimme a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. (U.S. 
only) 


Name 
Address 

City 

CRorge Com # a 
Check one: MC __ Visa __ Exp. Date 
Signature 


SF nr. ZED 


(For video only, send $14.95 plus $2 postage and handling. 
Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report.) 


Make checks payable to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. (Fax 214-985-7448) 
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years later found out it was Space 
Master X-7 from 20th Century- 
Fox in 1958. A 71-minute black- 
and-white directed by Edward 
Bernds in RegalScope. A space- 
ship returning from Mars brings 
back a strange fungus which mixes 
with blood and becomes blood rust. 
This creeping Jello crawls in win- 
dows and kills the scientist (Paul 
Frees) examining it. It contami- 
nates his wife (Lyn Thomas), and 
two government agents (Bill Wil- 
liams and Robert Ellis) try to track 
her down. The blood rust is in her 
baggage and kills those who touch 
it. The agents catch up with her en 
route to Hawaii. The blood rust 
almost consumes the plane before 
the pilot can crash-land and the 
agents can kill it. Also in the cast 
was Moe Howard as a cab driver, 
Joan Berry, Thomas B. Henry, 
Fred Sherman, Jesse Kirkpatrick 
and Rhoda Williams. Supposedly 
it’s available on videotape, but I’ve 
never seen it in stores. Also in the 
early days of video games (Atari 
and Intellivision) Space Master X- 
7 was announced as an upcoming 
game, but it never materialized.” 

Steve Robinson of Rich- 
mond, Indiana: “I was eight years 
old at the time, we saw it at the 
drive-in, and it scared me so bad I 
hid behind the back seat. It was a 
pretty intense movie for an eight- 
year-old. For years after I’d have 
nightmares about it. I’d love to see 
it again.” 

Tim Murphy of South El 
Monte, California: “Space Master 
X-7 is one of a handful of black and 
white Cinemascope genre films 
20th Century-Fox produced 
(Kronos, Return of the Fly, The 
Alligator People, etc.). Moe 
Howard has a straight cameo as a 
cab driver. Moe was thrown this 
bit of work by Space Master’s di- 
rector, Edward (World Without 
End, Queen of Outer Space, etc.) 
Bernds, who had worked with the 
Stooges earlier in the fifties. Chris- 
topher is mistaken about British 


actors (perhaps confusing this film 
with the _ similarly-themed 
Quatermass film, The Quatermass 


Xperiment/The Creeping Un- 


known).” 

Also answering correctly were 
David Lady of Chatfield, Ohio; 
Senior Airman Rick Williams, 
RAF, Lakenheath, England; and 
Brian Yelverton of Salem, Mas- 
sachusetts. 


Free Ad for 
Video Collectors 


If you collect and want to trade 


videos, Joe Bob will give you a free ad 

(up to twenty words—60 cents each 

additional word). No businesses. No deal- 

ers. Just send information to P.O. Box 
— 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. 


Get Yours— 
Dirt Cheap! 


rc 

| 

| 

| 

| Place a personal ad or message, 

| sell videos, publicize events! Whatever! 

| Fax your ad to 214-985-7448 and charge 
to Visa/MC for $1 additional fee (don’t 

| forget your signature and expiration 

| date) or mail your ad with check pay- 

| able to The Joe Bob Report, P.O. Box 
2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will 

| appear in approximately three weeks. 

Display advertising is $75 per inch. 

| 

| 

| 

L 


$10 for 15 words 
60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 





I reysm srelon— 


Classifieds | 





Fan Clubs 


The Gunnar Hansen International Fan 
Club. Become a charter member today! 
Your yearly membership includes a sub- 
scription to The Buzz, Gunnar’s quarterly 
newsletter, an autographed charter mem- 
bership card, signed photo and product dis- 
counts. $15 payable to The Gunnar Hansen 
International Fan Club, 9131 College Pkwy., 


Ste. 13B, Box 101, Fort Myers, FL 33919. 


Miscellaneous 


Get a new, legal Social Security number. 


Details $1. Write to SSN New, 305 Spring 


Creek Village, #327, Dallas, TX 75287. 


Personal 


Anybody out there wanna be penpals? I’d 


like to get to know other Joe Bob followers. 
Drop me aline! Big Jim Black, P.O. Box 782, 
Grover, NC 28073-0782. 


Video Trades 


Looking for a video called Neurotic Caba- 


ret, directed by John Woodward. Will pay 
for acopy. Tommy Hancock, 5704 Parkview 
Trail, Austin, TX 78734. 

American 50’s sci-fi, Japanese sci-fi movies/ 
TV, Ultraman, etc. Joe Flaherty, 5111 
Roederer Dr., Louisville, KY 40219. 

Video trades wanted. Send your lists and 
interests. Joe, P.O. Box 2422, North Babylon, 
NY 11703-0422. | 





Joe Bob Briggs 
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